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By Torrey Ford

EA fights and prizefights have

T few polnts of similarity. For

the moment we are rather

stumped to name one individual in-

stance whera the two forms of recre-

ation everlap. But it doesn’t mat- |

ter. We have seen a prizefighter at |
a tea party and that's enough.

What's more, we heve seen Jimmy
De Forest, the trainer who groomed
Jack Dempeey for the Toledo blow-
out, chaperoning a bunch of his fel-
low pugilists through several rounds
of a regulation studio art-tea-and-
musie aftermoon. With our own
eyes we have witnessed the unusual
spectacle of a positively prominent |

]

light-heavy ex-chemp explaining |
across the tea table to a pretty little
hobbed.-haired misa the difference
between a body jab and a hook to
the jaw.

Scene Worthy of History

We have seen all this and survive |
%o set the matter down for posterity, |
As a chronicler of the historic scene
we feel that we deserve gome small
niche in the Hall of Fame.

But the public is instinctively in- |
eredulous. We shall have to parade |
all the details in full view before we |

[
1
i

can hope to gain the confidence or |
And then |

|

tha |
% |

faith of a eingle reader.
only may we plunge recklessly in on
the gpectacular moments of
merry afternoon™ .

Miss Louise Verroont has & studio1
at 11 East Thirteenth Street. Miss
Vermont is a delightful hostess and |
o gifted singer—very ‘much of & |

regular person. Among her friends |

there are artists, writers, actresses,

college professors and other profes- |
sional folk. For one purpose and |
another she occasionally gathers|

these friends together.

Last week Miss Vermont gent cuti

invitations to a private exhibition of |
the paintings of James Chapin, a!
young artist whose works have not |
as yet been presented to the public. !
Besides the art there was to be tea
and music between 4 and G, Friends
and art critics were invited—and al-
most as an afterthought it wus de-
tided to include some pugilists.
Their Place as Critics

Not that pugillete are regarded as
expert balancers of tea cups on the
knee; nor in the greater field of art
does fame hang ponderously on their
words of praise or condemnation, but
thera are elrcumstances where ona
pogilist at a tea is worth half a
dozen fightera in the ring.

Among Chepin's paintings, it
ssems, thers were four prizefight
pletures — “Ths Knock-Out,” “The
Count,” “The Attack” and “The
Handlers.” While the eritles were
judging art wvalues the pugilists
might eir their views on the tech-
nieal perfection of the canvaseb—or
80 it wap planned.

With this {n mind, engraved in-
vitations were sent out to Benny
Leonard, Freddie Welsh, Jimmy De
Forest, Tex Rickard, John the Bar.
ber, Bill Brennan—in fact, the very
aristocracy of the fistle world.

On the gals day Jimmy De Forest
was the first to arrive at the studio

“Sorry to be late, folks," msald
Jimmy ‘as he dashed in the door at
five minutes past 4, perapiration
hanging te his brow. “I always like
to keep my appointments on time.
Buat the train was late comin’ over
fromn Philly and 1 couldn’t make it
any sooner.”

Why Welsh Was Late

Jimmy’s tardiness was mild com-
pared with thet of Freddie Welsh.
At a quarter pest 6 Mr, Welsh hagd
not put in an appegrance. Over the
phone he explained that he thought

| all parties, even tea parties, began

| party; the cauliflower ear aggrega.
| tion made a few wild stabs at fad-

at 8 p. m. He had noticed the “'4 to
6 on the invitation, but thought it
‘must be a mistake, As 8 matter of
fact, he wasg buttoning himself into
his open-face clothes at the moment,
preparing for the grand entrance.
Other fighters were not so cau-
tious mor so punctilious.” They
sifted In graduslly, along with the
regular studio patrons, and tried to
puzzle out why they had been in-
cluded. As soon as the word was
pasgsed around that nobody was ex-
pected to make a speech or stage a
bout, or do anything but enjoy the

ing into the background.
Whieh is a whole lot harder than

—
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Art and Pugilism Meet in Pin

Adepts at Biff and Bang

Men Who Have Made Their Reputations in the Marquis of Queens-

berry Game Consent to Give Their Professional Opinions of the
Work of an Artist Who Strove to Portray the Fine Points of Their

Profession, and Result Is an Interesting Afternoon for All Concemed
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| tion of four striking mo-

R. CHAPIN is a fight |
Jan as well as an artist,
and the four panels here re-
produced are his interpreta-

ments in the ring. The one
at the wupper left is called,
“The Attack”; next in order |
is “The Knock-Out,” said by |
Jimmy De Forest to be the
identical blow with which
Dempsey first felled Willaid.
The remaining two are “The |
Hondlers” and “The Count” |
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!
?
|

“the wallop that brought the knocle-§

“What iz a knock-out, Mr. De For-
st?"” asked a lady who thought

@
every one ought to know a little
f

bout everything.
“It's the finish of the fight, lady.”
“But why is it the finish?”
On Her Pretty Chin

Jimmy tried to be patient and at

|

|

OJecr'h

She didn't

1
|

the zacgf.es i3 being shown by Jimmy De Forest
empsey s trainer, where the knock-out punch lands
in the least care even

her c¢hin

L)

for Jimmie’'s gentle tap on

it sounds. Plcture, if 'you can, a
welterweight dropping softly on a
low divan beside an elegantly
gowned Iady who persists in agking:

“Oh, Mr. Prizefighter, don't you
really think Chapin’s horizon lines
are too deliclous?”

“What's de idea?” whispered one

big husky to his pal. “What's de
idea, anyhow?"'

The Puzzled Professor

And &t the same moment we saw
a history professor from New York
University trying to determine defi-
nitely sny possible reason for all
the cénmony with which he was be-
ing presented to a man whose only
¢laim to fama was that he had stayed
twelve rounds with Jack Dempsey.
But Miss Vermont moved nimbly
among her guests and reconciled
differences with a wave of the arm
oFf an encouraging smile,
“Come, tell us what you think of
the fight pictures, Mr. Da Forest,”
she urged.
And Mr. De Forest did, surround.
ed by a mixed group of persans
whose interest in applied boxing
was a complex of comparatively in.
stantaneous development.
“Yeak,” said Jimmy, “them pie-
fures are all right. That's the very

1.

blow that stopped Jess Willard—the
left hook to the jaw. See how he's
got one foot in the air, gettin’ ready

| the same time drive his point home.
' “It's when you get soaked there,” |
j he eaid, reaching over and tapping
his questioner on her embryo double

| chin, “‘s0 hard you can't get up to|

take any more.”

“But I shouldn't like that at sl
eaid the lady, who didn't even seem
fo care for Jimmy’s mild tap.

“No, I don’t suppose you would,”
confegged Jimmy in an intimate
burst of confidence.

“How does it feal to be knocked
out?”

Another swwoman had entered the
field.

“It don't feel at all, lady.
numb and useless and sort of dis.
couraged.”

to smash in wid his right? That's |

For a few minutes it looked as

Just]
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the fighters

JHAPIN, whose |
pictures attracted

Tea Ri
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|though Jimmy De Forest was going | off the scene, the fighters kad th

{to carry the day alone.
| other pugilists, noting the enthusi- |
{asm for first-hand information on'.:
their trade, came out of their cor-|

ners and mixed in freely with the |an excited audience of two what ai
]

ladies,

With the artists, the poets |
13116 the

college professors backedl

‘another discoursed with

But the!stage ta themselves,

Questions and answers flew abou
the place with unnatural speed,

Here a pug explained noisily to
tame sport “rassling’” was; there

equal can-

Lord R

OLITICAL experts disagree as

to the future of Lord Robert

Cecil. He is one of the most

interesting figures in British life tp-

day. Interesting in personal ap-

pearance, interesting in his attitude

toward life, interssting as a political

leader, Lord Robert {s watched by
thousands to-day.

Tall almost as Carson, he is not
an imposing figure as he stands in
Parliament or on the public plat-
form. Rather careless in his dress,
shonlders slightly rounded, he zeems
timid, bashful, retiring. Of noble
ancestry, he comes of a family which
has long influenged English politieal
life, He is the son of the Marquis
of Salisbury, Prims Minister of Eng-
land, and cougin of Arthur J. Bal-
four, snother Prime Minister. His

university education wes obtalned at
Oxford. Born and bred a Conserv-
ative, he is one of the moet liberal
of present.day statssmen,

obert Cecil a Retiring Leader

Bottomley's s the Parliamentary seat
of Lord Robert Ceell, but in political
thought thousands of miles separate
them.

1t is one of the curious freaks of
life that Cecil should be regarded as
the great hope of the present demo-
cratic movement in England. His
is a wonderful mind. His sense of
justice is keen edged. Sometimes he
seems almost fanatical in his desire
to be fair. Not only does he see and
put all the arguments on his side, but
he sees those of his opponents. His
regard for others is so large he
weskens his own case, Fiery in his
zeal for the success of some ideal,
such, for instance, as the growth
of the League of Nations, he will
listan patiently to his eritics and
then calmly restart his work of con-
version.

Lord Robert is not a great poli-
tician; he is in the forefront of the
statesmen. Hig political destiny will
show whether a man can be polit-
jcally honest and still become the
leader of England. The question is
whether a ststesman can command

Net far momoved from Horatio

the political support of his eountry.

men without making political bar-
gains compromising his political |
ideals. |
With things as they are in Eng- |
land to-day Lord Robert is dissatis- |
fied. He may revolt from the p:n"c;'i
which has been the poiitical faith of |
his family for generations or he may |
{attempt to revolutionize that party, |

There is no better friend of Amer-
ica in England than “Bobby"” Cecil,
as his intimates know him. He is|
just over fifty years, young as states-
men go in Britain, He might have
been the present British represent-
ative in Wacshington had there not
been domestic difficulties in the way
—of a trivial nature, but important
when the social nature of the post
is considered. Lord Robert is a man
of peace, not a pacifist. He ia an
idealist, not a visionary, He is an
independent, but not by preference,
He stands for a policy, not one of
political opportunism.

Lord Robert's great interest is in
foreign affairs. As representative
of South Africa at the Assembly of
the League of Nations in Geneva he

l
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Ithrew himself into the work with a!

passionate ardor that awept most of
the delegates along with him. He
knows every detail of the covenant;
he knows exactly the attitude of ali
the greal statesmen of the world;
he knows the practical side of inter
national affairs; he knows all th
difficulties confronting the league
And still to-day he is more of an
enthusiest than ever. Nobedy con-
siders Lord Robert a crank or a
fanatic.

Mr. Wilson and Lord Robert are
good friends. They understand exch
other. Had Lord Robert been in
Mr. Wilson’s place he must have
adopted different tactics in
handling of the Senate. For proof

8

of this one has only to recall hisla prizefighter could be found whe| "o o
attitude in Parliament when meet- | would econfess to a preference for1
ing the challenges of his critics. He|tea. Not even was there one who |

knows the art of give and take, re-
treat and counter attack. Lord Rob-
ert is never completely bowled over.
Neither does he retreat to the point
whera he must abandon his policy.
He will do much for Anglo-Ameri-
can relations

f —

‘ ONE of the guests demon~ |
. strating to a fair tea |

drinker the difference be- |,

tween a jab and a hook

dor on the vaudeville fentures of an
“amachure’” night. Off at one side|
|a young' lady who didn’t look like |
ithat kind at all, was being urged to |
{“hit "em in the pit of the stomach

|
{and then lam ’em on the nose.”

If the day was ever to be saved

- |for art, some one had to make some

| quick motions. |

We stepped up to an intelligent
appearing pugilist and led him over
| to one of Chapin’s portraits. It wasz|
la color study of a pirl's head and|
shouldera. |

“Well, what do wvou think of
that?"” we asked.
‘““She’s got a wide chest,” he said, |

|and that was all we could get out
| of him,

| We led another fighter up to a
group of landscapes and waited for
|'his comment, We |

None came.
urged him a little,
“Like the fight
he grunted.

“But you thoge |
|clouds are rather—rather nice?”
The
| fighter broke away and fsll into a|

pitchers better,'
don't think

| “Oh, them’'s clouds, eh?”
1}

ng;
ualify as C

| way with a twist. Now you doit”

| squeezed in on a sofa between twt

® L]
riticy|
—

[ without which no tea
| prizefighters could atte
| And there were little ice
| sandwiches and pink

party ¢
MPt Suceey
i cakes, thi

- | t}dfi_-:._

“Don’t overeat, h
Jimmy De Forest w
friends,

It was in the tearoom that We gay
little bobbed-haired miss e
ceive her preliminary infifuﬂiongi_-
safe and sane body punches Blow:
that could be delivered wit :
ping the guard.

the

hout, drep

d a hyy
| COpper samovar, pouring tea gg

| dropping in the sugar ang leme
with the precision of a grapg s
dame. Across the way on g}

. the ex-champ balanced his coffen

{ on the left knee and tried to theey
off a general air of being Derfectly
at home.

Cave Man Stoff

We get official credit for the intr.
duction, though by the logk op the
ex-champ’s face it was only & mat.

| ter of seconds before he would have
| been ready to waive all formalities

“So you're a prizefighter?” shyjy.
an.

e
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“Yeah, and it's a great gport, fake
it from me,” said the ex-champ,

“It must be thrilling!
couraged him.

“Worse than that, ma'am, Ang
better, too. It's a sport fora reg
mri.

“What {..-', your favorite zhet?” fhs
girl asked.

“Shot?”

“Your favorite siroke. I domt

know what you eall it.”
“Oh, you mean me vrize punet.
Well, T'11 tell you, lady, as a geners!
rule I favors the jab, but for the
knockout I takes de hook. It's sumer

“But what is a8 jab and what ls:
hoolc 7™

“I better explain to wou righthd
You might as well know row m
later,” said the ex-champ, parking
| his cup on the table and choking
down the last of his iced cake. “Far
a jab you throws your mitt ot
straight this way—see? You doh
put no weight behind it, but lots'e
beef. For a hook you comes up this

An Apt Pupil _

And the young lady did, rgh
across the tea table, without distath
Ing a cup or jarring a plate,

“*Ah, you broke your knccekls or
that one,” warned the ex-champ
“Keep your thumb inside, and swing
wide.” ,

If it hadn't held up service at the
tea table so completely the bobbed
haired miss might have taken a full
lesson in body punches; but she had
to go on and pour tea,

i O the musical

or interlude we

fistic gentlemen. During the ren
if “Deep River” hoth of then
rapt expr
Tom their jaw:
ghe can sing right,”
but can she dance?”

by force of habit we took

dering «

wit

E8L

o
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Quite

R

'
conversational clinch with a lady
{who was willing to let him direct
|the conversation himself.
Tea at a Discount
When tea time came there arose
a difficult situation that might have

his | taken an an alarming aspect if wise |

| provision had not been made. Not

{had a mild leaning towzrd the bev-

| erage,

j “Coffee’s my stimulant,” said ore.
“Coffee for me,” said another,
“T'll take mine long and black,”

said a third.
l‘urtuna‘tdy there was coffes,

*
| out a cigarette and started to w-
i it, when some one whispered in 00
| ears
! “8ay, there’s free ones up on the
| mantel.”

| At 6:30 we left the pariy. No%

the prizefighters had made #)
They were having too good
time. It iwasn't every day in
year that they got invited out W
{art eritics, and they intended
| make it last as long as the law

| allow.

“But, gee,” one of the fightets ¥

| reported to have said as he starte
down the stairs, “the eats w&&d

much, was they?”
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